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RED RAI 


Paul Lastowski served in Vietnam 
in 1971 and 1972. He was a Navy 
Corpsman, a medic, with a Marine 
unit. He is presently a freshman at 
G.C.C. studying to be a nurse. 


by Howard Singer 


Howard: I say Vietnam. What comes to 


mind? 
Paul Fear. Gives me a lot of thoughts 
Howard: These thoughts come and go? 
Paul I've gotten to the point now where! 
really don’t think about 


Vietnam... but when somebody asks 
me questions relating to what 
happened there, the first thing...:s 
fear. When I first came back if 1 
heard a chopper go overhead I had 
to stop and think about where I 
was, what's around me and what's 
gonna happen. When | hear a 
chopper, I automatically think 
something’s gonna happen. This 
one chopper stands out in my mind 
the gun ship..it had mortar, it had 
rockets, it had two 50-caliber 
machine guns and at night if you 
were in the bush and somebody 
hollered that puff was coming over 
puff would open up and | mean ina 
black sky it looked like rain. red 
rain. I've got a picture of it 
somewhere at home. I wish I could 
find it; I'd bring it in if I could find 
it. Each red dot. there’s five shots 
in between cach red dot and it looks 
like it’s raining when puff came over 
to get the V.C. If the rain didn't get 
them, they'd open up with the 
rockets or the mortar and if that 
didn't do it.I mean if someone 
down there got away from the 
rockets and the bullets and the 
flame...you just can’t imagine what 
it’s like to see five square acres on 
fire 


Howard: You're still physically affected by 
all the fear? 

Paul What I saw and what I did. at the 
first sound of a chopper it just 
comes back and you have to stop 
and figure out where you are and 
what's around you 

Howard: What was your job in Vietnam? 

Paul Medivac corpsman. Ship to shore 
My duty was four on four off, 24 
hours a day for six out of every 
seven days. I'd go wherever they 
radioed in, where there was 
wounded. I'd go out, pick up what I 
could, fly them back to the hospital 

Howard: Pick up what you could? 

Paul Guys that were wounded, yeah 
You found everything 

Howard: How long did you do this? 

Paul Almost two years 
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And you were how old? 

Nineteen 

The same age as a lot of your 
classmates are now 

Right 

Do you talk about Vietnam with 
your classmates? 

Not really. Except for the times in 
your class. There's really no way to 
relate to them 

What does today’s college freshman 
know about Vietnam? 

Just what they read in the papers 
What their teachers told them in 
school. The way I see it, somebody 
who was cight years old at the 
time...has no concept of what I've 
been through. They might think 
they have an idea from cvision 
and news or from looking at 
pictures im books and papers, 
hearing what thew parents told 
them, but I really believe they have 
no actual concept of what 
happened 

Do vou resent that? 

Yes and no. We came back and 
people made us off to be guys who 
wanted to be there. | didn't want to 
go any more than you did but I was 
unlucky in the draft lottery and I 
pulled a 3. I didn’t have much of a 
choice 


How would you counsel a nineteen 
ear-old if he came to you and 
asked advice ahout serving in the 
military? 

First, I wouldn't know how to 
counsel somebody hike that but if I 
were (0 talk to somebody who was 
gung ho on going over somewhere 
and doing what he thought he had 
to do, J would advise him to stay the 
hell out of it because my average 
Classmate mght now has no idea 
what a combat situation is all 
about 

What do you believe a typical 
freshman thinks about war? 
Again, I'd have to say they have no 
concept on it. You know, they just 
don't understand what it's all 
about, the destruction 
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Destruction? 

The bombing I witnessed. The 
mortar fire and the flame throwers, 
the dead bodies. 

Like the way it's portrayed in the 
movies? 

No 

What's the difference? 

The difference? In combat, you see 
a whole lot more than you see on 
the screen. 

What does it feel like to be in 
combat? 

My first feeling was fear 

Fear in terms of 

Am I gonna make it 

Are you gonna live? 

Yeah. Am I gonna live or am I 
gonna end up laying on the field like 
somebody else 

And you felt this fear day after day? 
Yeah 

Did you ever grow numb to it? 
No 

The fear remained at an equal 
intensity or did it increase? 
Depending on what type situation! 
was in it did increase from time to 
time. but 1 was always afraid, 
always. As a matter of fact when I 
came back I did two months at a 
VA hospital just to get my head 
back together 

Most combat vets needed some 
kind of recovery period, didnt 
they? 

Well, when I came back not only 
the sound of a chopper but a loud 
sudden noise scared the shit out of 
me, you know. | turned around 
ready to kill somebody and 1 just 
couldn't handle the situation, I 
couldn't handle the silence like 
when I couldn't sleep, you know, I'd 
sleep for an hour and I'd wake up 
thinking about something that 1 
saw and it’s kinda hard to say buta 
fot of nights I'd just sit there and 
think and you felt that you were all 
alone, I felt that I was all alone. I 
have a very hard time relating to 
people who weren't there 
Something that | did learn there 
was mostrust 

What do you mean by mistrust? 

I don't trust a whole lot of people 
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Can a classmate become ane of 
your friends? 

I think just about anybody could 
get to know me, you know, through 
mutual interests or just talking. 
Would Vietnam he discussed at 
some point? 

No. I'd rather not. I don’t like to 
have to talk about it. 

Shouldn't an 18- or 19-year-old 
know something about it? 

I think he should, yeah 

How's he going to learn? 

Talk to people. Visit a VA hospital 
Don't volunteer for military service 
just to find out what a situation like 
that ts all about 

So what you're saying is that you 
spent !wa intense years in an 
environment that remains 
undiscussed and even unknown toa 
large majority of the people you 
interact with every day? 

Exactly. Exactly. I don’t think it’s 
something you can just discuss with 
someone who has no idea what 
happened 

Do you think college history 
courses should teach Vietnam? 
No. 

Just ignore it? 

If it's gonna be discussed, it should 
be talked about by somebody who's 
been through it 


Should Vietnam be taught by 
Vietnam vets? 
That might be a good thing 


Students would have a different 
outlook 

If you were in a@ position to help 
design a course about Vietnam, to 
be in a position to give today’s 
freshman a sense of awareness, to 
be able to communicate the essence 
of the experience...what would vou 
include? 

The only important thing to teacha 
freshman is the bullshit of the 
politics. I think it’s immaterial for 
anyone to know too much about 
the blood and the guts. 

Why? 

Disfigurement and all that is 
nothing that the average person 
should ever have to sec. 

But isn't that what most of the 
people want to know about when 
they talk to a@ ver? 

Yeah and that's why the average vet 
won't talk to them about blood and 
gore and will just shut you off and 
walk away. The most important 
thing to tell freshmen is the fact that 
it was a political war and yet guys 
like me..19 years old, kids, we 
weren't there because we wanted to 
be... but because we were ordered to 
go by the politicians, and the 
majority of the guys I know who 
were there really dont know the 
real story why we were there. We 
know it was a “conflict.” It was a 
war but the government says it was 
a conflict and I still don’t know the 
feasons why we were there. 

You went through the brutal 
experiences of war and even now 
vou don't understand why? 

1 did what 1 was told to do. 

And vou ended up ina form of hel? 
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A hell I can’t discuss with anybody. 
The average person has no idea 
what it was like. Just to go out 
hunting and hear a shot go off 
scares you. 

Do you hunt now? 

No. 

Could you? 

No. I don't even own a weapon. I 
did but I got rid of all my stuff. 
When I came back from Namafter I 
did my second hitch, I landed at 
Travers Air Force base. I had 90 
days to go before I was discharged 
and a group of guys I was with, the 
first thing we wanted to do was go 
out and get wasted so we went toa 
bar. It was during the time when 
hippies were in... the long hair..and 
people in the bar made us out to be 
like..ike killers, like I enjoyed 
going over there and killing 
somebody. I don’t recall having 
killed anybody but they made you 
out to feel that way and I got intoa 
fight with this guy and yeah] 
think probably a lot of peopic, my 
fellow classmates, might think of 
me as a killer but I'm not. I don't 
recall ever having fired a shot at 
anybody but a lot of people have 
that impression of me, yeah. Then 
again wt makes it much harder to 
relate to these people 

You were a soldier and you were 
supposed to be like John Wayne, 
another tough guy. but on the other 
hand weve afraid of tough guys, 
aren't we? 

1 agree with that. John Wayne the 
killer and the hero. A lot of the guys 
1 was with thought we were heroic 
but when we came home we were 
treated like we all wanted to go 
there just to blow somebody away, 
which wasn’t the truth. 

Would vou want vour son to go to 
war? 

My kid? My son? No 

1 personally would take my son to 
Canada 

And this isnt the way you felt 
before you went in? 

If I knew then what I know now I'd 
have gone down there and told 
them. “Look, I'm not going™ 

J get the feeling that you don't think 
that the military is a totally bad 
experience but youre frustrated 
because you served in a military 
action that was unclear, which 
might have been more clear if the 
rules were stated. 

Right. 1 was lucky. I didn’t get hit, 
My brother got hit. He’s got a three- 
inch piece of shrapnel in his head 
and he’s got a choice now — take it 
out and he might be O.K. or take it 
out and he might become a 
vegetable. He also has a wife and 
kids, he don’t wanna take a bad 
chance but.depending on how he 
feels and depending on his 
immediate surroundings, some 
days he knows me and some days he 
doesn’t and you can’ help..vyou 
can’t help but think about it. I mean 
my brother's only two years older 
than me. We grew up together. We 
shared the same room, called the 
same people mom, dad, and some 
days he doesnt know who the hell 
we are 
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You're constantly reminded about 
Vietnam and you're interacting 
with classmates and teachers who 
never think about it 
Exactly 
Some G.1.s developed the attitude 
it was O.K. just to blow people 
away. Most of us have a hard time 
with the readjustment 
Readjustment? 
Yeah. I had a hard time. I couldn't 
sleep at night 
And from what you're saving, it’s 
going to be difficult to ever really 
make a complete transition. This 
transition is never really going to 
end. 
I was talking to a friend one night 
about the gun ships and my wife 
related it to our wood stove. The 
green wood I had cut last Spring for 
this year didn’t burn so she asked 
how the trees and live bush could 
burn, you know...in Vietnam. The 
thing was that between the rockets 
and the flame, it was so intense that 
mo matter what was there it went 
and then you'd go out later on and 
find what it took. It crased 
everything. Not only life but the 
trees, the grass, the snakes, the 
dogs, the kids, the women. That 
was another thing in Nam...1 
mean...even kids...you think of kids 
here as innocent and not knowing 
anything but I saw a little boy who 
was maybe twelve go into a bar I'd 
left and | found out later he had two 
grenades under his arms and all he 
did was lift his arms up and he blew 
himself and everybody in the bar 
away. It was their culture. You 
really gotta be dedicated to the 
cause of you gotta be sick, and 
getting back to my fellow students 
they have no idea. 
To them, it’s just frisbee and loud 
music? 
A few beers and a couple of joints 
and maybe a job in a few years. 
And what about you? You have 
good grades. What kind of job are 
you aiming for? 
T'm going to be a nurse. After all the 
things I've seen, been through. 
maybe I can’t say it’s been all bad 
because I'm going to be a lot more 
experienced than the average nurse 
who comes right out of college. I'l 
be ready. I should be able to handle 
just about anything «gy 
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The popular movie line, “Love means 
never having fo say you re somy.” never 
seemed 10 apply in my famity. Soon after 
my mother gave birth to me. for example. 
my father, having seen his newbom son, 
entered her hospital room and remarked 
“Tm somy.” Ever since then my life has 
been full of one “sory” after another 
When | was five. | had to teil the littie 
giri next door was sory for pulling down 
her pants, and the kindergarten reacher 
was sory | couidn't put my rubbers on by 
myself 


re 


hit in the head with his wicked fast 
bail, and | told my friend John | was sory 
dipped a clothespin on the rail of his cat 
When | was eleven, | told my older 
brother | was sorty for barging info the 
bathroom while he and his girlfnend were 
sharing the tub, and | told my mom | was 
sory for acadenrally giving the dog thar 
evening's meatloaf. ("It looked like the 


When | was twelve. | was sory for 


buming up the front seat of my mother's 
station wagon with a smoke bomb, and 


SORRY ABOUT THAT 


When | was six. my brother was sory he 
hit me in the head with his Tonka truck 
and my mother was sony | never are my 
rurnies 

When | was seven, | fold my mom | was 
sony | still wer the bed. and told my dod 
was somy | snapped the radio antenna off 
his Dodge 

When | was eighr, | fold my sister | was 
sorry | set her hair on fire. and apologized 
‘and pleaded for mercy to my Dig brother 
for breaking his brand new, free-speed 
Stingray bike 

When | was nine. he neighborhood 
bully said “Soy. man” whenever he beot 
the pulp out of me. and my friend Dovid 
could only say somy when his dog Checkers 
nearty dawed off my upper lip (13 
stitches!) 

When | was ten, my friend Joe looked 
sorry as | regained conscousness after 
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my pai Joe was sory for chipping my front 
tooth with a coke borrie 
When | was thirteen, | told my brother 


the lawn mower, and c utiful girl oF 
my dreams was sorry when | menrioned, 
much to her disgust, thar | was in love with 
her 

When | was fourteen, the doctor was 
sony to inform me | had terminal acne. 
and | was sory | made my friend Tom ear 
grass (lawn) 

When | was fifteen, my sister said sory 
when | asked her to fix me up with one 
(or, any) of her girlfriends. ond my "friend 
Jim said he was somy he was faking the gir 
of my dreams fo the prc 

When | was siteen, my 


each time | asked for the car, and my dad 
replied sory each time | asked for 

When | was seventeen, | said sony to my 
mom after | gor drunk and jumped off the 
porch roof ar my sister's party, and a 
neighborhood morher was sory when she 
Caught c bunch of us “streaking” to a 
nearby swimming pool late one summer 
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A CHALLENGE OF WITS 


Dusk and dawn the time of seeking 
the quiet of pine groves, walking sound- 
lessly, fearing to breathe too loudly. | hope 
the wind blow toward me as | 
C ra glimpse of the elusive White 
ail deer. The instinct and cunning of this 
ills of the bow 
autiful animal has the 
mg across crisp, dry 
aking a sound; the ability 
DICK up ascent 500 
d shrewdness 


uck has disappeared 


the other 


ariz 
uming and often in 


excitement of 


) a tree wa 

elated and 
ve found the 
too dark to see 
one tonight. But they 
norraw morning I'll come 
wisps of dawn to the same 
e they haven't caught my 
toured to another feeding 


back at the fir, 


nd and h 


scent and ¢ 


spo 

Another brisk late afternoon | walk 
along the edge of the woods next to a 
meadow. As the sun sets low in the sky, | 
see him a 10-point rack adorning his 
beautiful head. He is grazing. I'm 50 yards 
away é the pounding of my heart surely 
will drive him away. | place a mittened 
my chest to muffle the sound 
The buck shakes his tail before bringing 
his head up, inhales the area, shakes his 
tail again and lowers his head to graze. | 
walk closer, my arrow notched, steady 
The breeze is coming my way; I'm 35 
yards away. Will the flag go up and blow 
my chance? He's sniffling again and the 
tall wiggles but the head lowers again! 
Next, a shake, his head is up We're face to 
face. the ultimate challenge. The string is 
drawn. Man and animal are brought back 
to the crude existence and struggie that 
once determined surviva 

The buck is still unaware of my 
presence. The breeze is with me and dusk 
makes his poor vision even less effective 
He snifts the air, wary but still comfortable 
in his grazing. The realization shocks me 
that this animal that has eluded me 100 
times before, the subject of stories and 
disappearances that would astound the 
best of hunters, this incredible, survival- 
oriented quarry is but 35 yards away 
and is looking directly at me! | finally have 
the chance to take advantage of that one 
sense that God did not bless this awesome 
creature with his eyesight! 

Maybe too many thoughts are crowding 
my mind, pounding through my head 
They may be my downfall. Maybe it will be 
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the wing turning against me that will stop 
me. | watch my bright orange fletching at 
the end of my arrow, hear it whistle by, 
inches from the startled buck’s chest. A 
loud snort is heard and the flag goes up 
Milliseconds later where once this 
magnificent buck stood facing me, there is 
nothing. All of a sudden my bones feel the 
chill of the early winter breeze. My nose is 
running and | feei the throb in my left arm 
where | heid the 55-pound draw for what 
seemed like an eternity 

Returning the arrow to the quiver, the 
lonely walk home begins. | wonder how 
ong it will be — or if ever — that! will have 
another opportunity like this one 

As | hasten my steps to warm shelter 
agree with my inner self that I'll not bother 
telling this hunting story because the 
ntensity of the experienc has 
disappeared in the woods with the flag g@ 


When someone cannot explain his 
actions, one percent of the time it is 
because he has incredible psychic powers 
99 percent of the time he is just plain stupid 
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A ROLLING STONE 
GATHERS DOUGH 


Move over, Beatles’ What began as 
hard rock’s “alternative” to pop-music 
Beatlemania has been parlayed by The 
Rolling Stones into the single biggest 
happening in rock history: The Rolling 
Stones 1981 US. Tour 

On a Friday afternoon in late 
September the Stones Tour opened 
before 90,000 screaming fans at old 
JFK Stadium in Philadelphia. As the 
ten-week, 28-city tour progressed, one 
thing beca: apparent. this is not just 
Mick Jagger, Keith Richards, Bill 
Wyman, Ron Woods and Charlie Watts 
in concert, but, rather, one of th 
shrewdest business deals ever 
engineered a deal masterminded 
by Jagger himself and many spect 
it will be the richest undertaking the 
music world has ever known 

This year marks a resurgence for th 
Rolling Stones. In recent years the 
band had become “trendy,” following 
others instead of sticking with 
‘n blues music that made ther 
Greatest Rock ‘N Roll Band & 
World.” Some blamed the decline on 
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maintained the group had “burned 
themselves out” after nearly two 
decades. But for anyone who has heard 
their latest album, “Tattoo You,” it is 
obvious that the Rolling Stones are 
anything but burned out musically 

‘The bottom line is not that the 
Stones are a musical phenomenon 
again, rather, they are a business 
phenomenon and, at 38, Jagger knows 
this. That is why the group tours o 
once every three years so they won't 
suffer from overexposure. Jagger also 
maintains that there is a new 
generation of rock fans every three 
years which has been enticed and 
charmed by the Stones. Thus, by 
touring irregularly they create a mood 
of anticipation and expectation, which 
in turn spells dollars. 

A clo look at the U.S. Tour shows 
the group raking in profits in nine 
figures between September and 
December 

@ Jovan Cologne of ( ago agreed 
to underwrite the group's hotel and 
travel expenses in return for the use of 


the Jovan logo on tour posters and 
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billing on radio spots. This stands to 
save Jagger and friends about $3 
million 

@ ‘The 43 show tour will be seen by 
about two million people at $15.75 a 
ducat for a gross profit of over $30 
million. One Stones’ zealot paid $25 for 
his ticket knew it was worth every 
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ach, The rec 
Iso boost sales of previous 
21¢8' LP’s. Extensive air play on Pop 
d Rock AM/TM stations throughout 
ease sales along with 
royalties. All of those elements 
1p to $60 million 
@ ‘The Stones will pull 
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ten weeks of work, and 
chestrated by a graying 
ed Mick Jagger, the 
who can incite a riot 
emotional on 
‘oncert. No one 
he fact «¢ Rolling 
Stones Tour would be a success 
Jagger was calling the shots or 
mand’s is synonymous 
r But give 
he opportunity 

tour their last. 
ine. and he exploited it 
and build-up. By 
nd newspapers with 
on the Rolling Stones and 
s, Jagger de every rock’n 
country think he or she 
Stones’ show and be a 
part of their following, ‘That's what 
business is all about. Make the people 
think they need what you have. Mick 
has been a master at it 

‘The Rolling Stones proved something 
else with the 1981 Tour They showed 
everyone that they truly are the 
Greatest Rock ‘N Roll Band in the 
World.” The Stones are the Kings of 
Rock and the legend continues to grow 

Band member Keith Richards was 
once quoted as saying, “When we 
started this band we thought we bad 
two or three years and that would be 
it.” Now, twenty years later, the Stones 
are still rolling and there is no end in 
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- DEAD 


by Wid Perry 


sniff, Besides, his eyes 
have open 
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Whar do you mean ail stiff?” Milt 
asked 
When my Aunt Josie’s cat Simon 
coaked, he was stiff as o board when 
they found him. Feet sticking up in the air 
Ke telephone poles.” 
Realty?” 
Sure,” replied Joey Bonds. "Nope, this 
Cat ain't dead by a long shor” 
Milt picked Up a stick and gently poked 
the cat. “He's soft,” reported Milt 
Feel him with your hand,” su red 
With my hand? Yeech!” 
See if he’s warm. If he’s warm, he’s 
alive for sure,” explained Joey Bonds 
Milt slowty leaned over and cautiously 
touched the car. "He's warm,” announced 
Mult 
He's olive, then 
Well, we can't leave him here if he’s 
ee, decided Milt 
can't take him home.” replied Joey 
Bonds. "My sister gers sick and her hair falls 
our whenever dogs or cals are around 
take him, then.” said Milt. He felr 
sorty for the poor sop car 
The boys carefully placed the 
r nside an empty Budweiser 
beer carton ‘ary him to sofery. When 
they reached Milt's house, Milt put the 
nm On the back porch to ponder 
his next move He saw his mother through 
the kitchen door moking srawbery jello 
for his seven-year-old sister. Alaine. He 
Alaine would not be very receptive 
mangied cat. especialy since the 
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Milt's mothe: 
boys,” she solid with c smile. Th 
quickly disappeared when she 
down ar the box. “Whar do y 
mere? 


‘A cat!” said stupid Joey Bonds. Milt 
wished he hod o por of pliers so he cou 
yank our Joey Bonds’ rongue 

Milt's mother fowned 
car?” she asked 

‘A mauled one!” laughed Joey Bonds. 

Don't you have to go feed the 
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Half-Dead 


chickens, Joey?” Milt sarcastically asked. 

Joey Bonds looked biankly ar Milt 
“Chickens? What chickens? 

“Forget it 

Here we go again. though Milt's mother 
as she peered into the box ro examine 
another in o continuing series of wayward 
injured, lost, or On-the-run animais brought 
home by one of her warmhearted. yer 
naive, children. it was during times like this 
thar Milt's morher wished she had become 
@ nun 

“| know whort you're gonna say, Mom, 
and | wish you wouldn't,” said Milt before 
his mother hod the opportunity to begin 
her “We Don't Need Another Per” speech 
“Look at him. He's hurt. We can't leave 
him to die ail alone on the side of the 
highway. can we? | mean, how would you 
ike to die thot way? 

"Miron 

Motner 

“But ore you ready for another pert so 
$00n?” Milt's morher was making reference 
to the fomily’s lare per Rufus, o stupid, but 
extremely loveable, mutt who had been 
killed wo months earlier when he ran into 
a telephone pole while chasing the Roro- 
Rooter truck. Milt had been crushed by the 
loss and for several days he did limie, if 
anything. in terms of ocity, which woried 
Milt's mother very much. Thankfully. Milt 
slomy recovered from his depression and 
was soon back fo norma! (normal for Milt 
anyway), aithough he would get queasy 
whenever he saw co Roto-Rooter tuck and 
he'd feel sad whenever the Lome Greene 
Alpe commerdais came on TV 

Milt's morher stared into her son's 
pathericaily sod and pleading eyes How 
could she possibly say no? 

She sighed with resignation and gave in 
‘All right then, | won't stop you. But you're 
the one who will be responsibie for it, nor 
me.” Milt and Joey Bonds exchanged 
tmumphanr smiles 

The young rescuers sef up Cor quarters in 
the cellar next to the hot water hecter, 
filling an old milk care with o foftered 
blanket and several ragged sheers as 
bedding 

‘What are you going to name him?” 
Joey Bonds asked Milt after they hod 
made the cat comfortable 

Name? Gee, | haven't given it much 


thought.” said Milt 


“How about Rufus li?” suggested Joey 


Bonds 


“No,” said Milt. He would never insult the 
memory of Rufus by naming some 


scroungy cat after him. “I think fil name 


him Haif-Dead.” said Milt after a few 
minutes of thought 

“Half-Dead?” Joey Bonds asked 

“Well, he was haif-dead when we found 
him, right? 

“Yeoh 

“So the name fits 

Half-Dead regained consciousness the 
next morming, opening one dazed green 
eye ar a time and glancing about 
confusediy as if to ask. “Where the heck 
am |?” By the second moming, he was 
gingerly strolling around exploring his new 
home and introducing himself to his new 
family. He soid hello fo Milt's mother by 
peeing behind the refrigerator 

It didn't take Half-Dead very long to 


Half-Dead could be friendly and 
loveable when he wanted to be. The 
three youngsters knew it was Okay fo pick 
him up and cuddle him only when he was 
in the mood. Any other time wouid result 
in a daw-job. Half-Dead occasionally 
sacked out on Milt's bed, but usually 
elected to sieep under the living room 
sofa or (of all places) on top of the wall 
sized bookcase in the den 

While Haif-Deod enjoyed a cautiously 
friendly relationship of mutual respect and 
understanding with the three children and 
Milt's farher, he hod apparenrty deciored 
war on Milt's mother. It seemed thar the 
two were constantly at odds. Milt heard his 
mother threaten Half-Deod’s life of least 
27 times in one week alone |t seemed 
Haif-Dead purposely c 
the already frayed 
(being a mom is never ex 
dead mice, baby rabbits, birds, 
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establish himself within the Willioms 
household. He was aloof, stoic 
temperamental, extremely self-centered, 
and very independenr, with littie regard 
for hugging, kissing, holding ond other 
human tortures 

| liked the stupid Gog beter than this 
stud«-up car!” prodaimed Lisa, Milt’s 
eleven-year-old sister whose biggest lough 
used fo be watching Rufus chase flies 
around the boc yard 
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CpMUnKS Onto the back porch, Knocking 
over various artifads around the house. 
chewing up choir covers, meowing on the 
roof at 3 a.m. leaving muddy paw prints 
all over the car, wrecking the garden's 
flower beds, and trying fo swipe fish from 
the aquarium 

| hate thot damn carl” Milr's morher 
would dediare ar least once a day, usucily 
when Half-Deod insisted on peeing behind 
the refrigerator, even though the smelly 
kitty-litter box was no more than ten feer 
away. Milt's morher was convinced he did 
it just to spite her! 

The doses? Milt's mother ever come fo 
actual murder was on the day Half-Deod 
ate the salmon supper she had left on top 
of the stove while talking with Mrs 
Archibald, the Avon Lady, in the living 
room. Mill's mother became so enraged 
when she discovered Half-Dead licking his 
chops over the empty casserole dish, she 
threw the electric con opener at him from 
across the kitchen. She missed Half-Deod 
but scored a perfect hit on the cookie jor 
Milt had given her for Mother's Day the 
year before. Sharered pieces of cookie jor 
and Oreos flew in every direction but Half 
Deod was, of course, long gone 

God, | hate thar damn cat!” sighed 
Milt's mother to Mrs. Archibaid, who had 
come rushing in from the living room upon 
hearing the loud cash. The family had 
scrambled eggs for supper thar night 


One quiet and peaceful Sunday 
moming, Milt's parents were interrupted 
from their therapeutic morning coffee and 
newspaper reading by the piercing sounds 
of saeeching tires and the cucifying 
sceams of Alaine. Hearts frantically 

rushed out fo the Orivewoy 


tie insulted After all, she hadn't cied at 
Rufus’ buriol 
‘mM going to miss thar cat,” said Milt's 

mother with a heavy sigh as they walked 
back to the house after the burial was 
completed. “| realty did love him.” 
hers, thought Milt. Who can 
understand them? 

Later the same day as Milt's father 


helped his wife prepare Sunday dinner j cf 
Milt excitediy called from the back porch 
Mo! Dod Gu Radio Shaek 
The parents eyed one another as if 10 GREENFIELD FRANCHISE H 
ask “Whar Now?” and, having no idea 
what To expect, cautiously walked out 
“The Radio Shack 
= SITING On the porch seos with HW? ” 
¢ Sty licking his paws a difference. 
buried the wrong carl” loughed 
Uso 
Haif-Dead lives!” prodoimed Milt RTE 2, King’s Plaze, Greenfield 
las cries iandasad sosacies acca 773-7285 
rransfixed with her mouth hanging open | i 


ou, Haif-Dead,” said Alaine as 

skipped into the house with 

XcINg in after her. Milt's grinning 
father led his stunned wife into the house 
Qhing Milt and Lisc following 


SSSSCSCSCOSCOSCOCOS 


ead stopped in the middie of the 
ack af the group with 

© be o smirk on his foce 
© few times, strolled over to 
the refrigerator and promptly peed before 
C ly following Alcine into the Iiving 
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You're dead, Eddie Perkins, 
Ive killed you thrice: 
first when we were ten 
and you pummeled me at recess time. 
Our snuffling, scuffing 
encircied by other children, 
sigiiching ugly birds 
You smashed the lawyers kid 
hit your dusty sweaty face 
once, | remember 
the only time | ever hit a foce. 
Thar night | killed you 
Gnd your nartering supporters 
Just before sleep 
shattered dassoom windows 
machine gunned you all down 
floors, walls, spaced 
with bone, rissue. blood 


You're dead, Eddie Perkins, 
ve killed you thrice 
second when we were twenty-four 
saw you on the comer 
watching concere trucks 
empty into bank foundarions. 
pigeons arcling overhead 
aS you waited for day's end 
Your wife was gone. you said 
You had nor seen your son for six weeks 
you wouid stop drinking. 
ger them back. you said 
standing there clone 
only pigeons suounding you 
Looking forward to three weeks on Tortola 
arms full of presents for my children 
chuckling in my down jacker 
waiked up the steer 
never lOOKING DOCK On your remorse 


You're dead, Eddie Perkins 

ve killed you ttrice 
A bright winter sun rose that Monday 
they found you in the commons 
throat stopped with vomit, 
eyes wide, red 
A lost guil circled the ground 
sertiing in the tee you lay beneath 
To your right Newtown Creek 

flowed over rocks and dead wood. 
to your left trucks and can passed by 
Your son came running to your side 
the moment street gossip told him how you 
ay, 
anc held your hand, 
tears on his sobbiess cheeks 


You're dead, Eddie Perkins 

‘ve killed you thrice 

You're dead, Eddie Perkins 

the first rime | killed you was o treat 
You're dead, Eddie Pert«ins 

ve killed you thrice, 

the second time | killed you on the street, 
laughing ot your pain 

You're dead, Eddie Perkins, 

I've killed you thrice; 

the final time | killed you was o cheat 
from which there was no gain 

You lay between the ceek and street 
skin rupturing as winter's sun broke 
the frozen night. The lost gull, resting, 
looks to your feet, dreams of the sea 
endiess fish leaping 

mute witness fo the boy's weeping 
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You're dead, 
Eddie Perkins. 
Ive killed 
you thrice 
We have 

all killed 

you, ler 

you die 

so many 
times, as 

we will 

let your 

sons die. 

and theirs, 
legions undone 
by love's 


failure 


Once. Eddie Perkins, | watched you 
pains a landscape, a watercolor 

of the low hills sutounding town. 

Old country roads leading down to 
sandstone houses with flowered lawns, 
where chickens, squirrels, weasels, dogs. 
sparrows, foxes, cats and spring lambs 
ay around There were no peopie 


Nor one. No cars, bicycles, swings, toys. Only 


houses and animais, 

Gs though sidewalks were for nuzzling 
wolves and geese fo stroll upon, the 
peace broken ony by thousands 

of carefully drawn starlings, perched 
ke black leaves on smail budded 
trees, each mouth parted in silent skriich 
The next day you knocked over o 

gas station, gor thirty dollars 

and five years in Bucks County Joi 


Where are your paintings now, 
Eddie Perkins? 

Does the boy who cied 

have them hanging on his wall 
or are they as lost as you. 
pictures with no people 

Which no peopie will ever see? 
And where are the dwellers 

of thar painted town? 

Did they never live 

in your ceated world 

or had they gone fo a wal 

in payment for neglect, 

Eddie Perkins? 


You're dead 

Eddie Perkins 

ve killed you thrice 

and you keep rising 'o be slain anew 
Slaughtered in a thousand ways 

by a world you must rise agoins?, 
reborn, snarling 

fo paint with talon hands 

murals of its extinction, 

burning ates, broken towns 

as swarming crowds spread out 
acess o counmyside 

ther eyes refilecing a rising sun 

over o smouidering America 
promising to awake from nightmare. # 
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